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would do nothing—she knew it—for nothing would be
worth doing! And it seemed to her, lying there so still,
that not to see herself would be worse than anything.
And she felt that to feel this was to acknowledge herself
caged for ever.
Ting-a-ling growled, turning his nose towards the
windows. " In here," he seemed to say, " we are cosy;
we think of the past. We have no use for anything
outside. Kindly go away—whoever it is out there ! "
And again he growled—a low, continuous sound.
" What is it, Ting ? "
Ting-a-ling rose on his fore-legs, with muzzle pointed at
the window.
" Do you want your walk ? "
" No," said the growl.
Fleur picked him up. " Don't be so silly ! " And she
went to the window. The curtains were closely drawn ;
rich, Chinese, lined, they excluded the night. Fleur made a
chink with one hand, and started back. Against the pane
was a face, the forehead pressed against the glass, the eyes
closed, as if it had been there a long time. In the dark it
seemed featureless, vaguely pale. She felt the dog's body
stiffen under her arm—she felt his silence. Her heart
pumped. It was ghastly—face without body.
Suddenly the forehead was withdrawn, the eyes opened.
She saw—the face of Wilfrid. Could he see in—see her
peering out from the darkened room ? Quivering all over,
she let the curtains fall to. Beckon ? Let him in ? Go out
to him ? Wave him away ? Her heart beat furiously. How
long had he been out there—like a ghost ? What did he
want of her ? She dropped Ting-a-ling with a flump, and
pressed her hands to her forehead, trying to clear confusion
from her brain. And suddenly she stepped forward and
flung the curtains apart. No face ! Nothing! He was

